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I. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Author of these Thoughts, 
who, when they were written, was in 
daily expectation of her final sum- 
mons, hopes that no ostentation of 
religious feeling induces their publi- 
cation. Such feelings should not be 
too familiarly discussed. To God they 
are addressed, and to Him should be 
sacred. It is only at the wish of some 
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dear and intimate friends, whose par- 
tiality caused them to wish for copies, 
that they are given to the Press. 



TO MY SISTER 



MY DEAREST SISTER, 

In offering up to the Great 
Source aad Fountain of all Blessings, 
" who tumeth the shadow of death 
« into the morning/' the aspirations of 
a grateful and resigned heart, how could 
I forget the precious friend whom He 
made the minister of so much comfort 
to me ; whom He inspired with such un- 
failing affection ; and whom He taught, 
by the tenderest and most unwearied 
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assiduities, to render months of, humanly 
speaking, hopeless illness, a brief and 
happy period? Such has been your 
task, my Sister ! Accept this testimony 
to your angelic fulfilment of it; and 
that your transit from this world to a 
better may be cheered and consoled as 
you would have cheered and comforted 
mine, is the prayer of 

Your grateful and affectionate Sister, 

M,H. 



DEATH BED THOUGHTS. 



I. 

Oh, my God ! thou hast withered my 
life in the midst of my career! The 
light of my days is extinct, as it were a 
midnight taper ! 

Among the trees of the forest was my 
pleasant path ; I saw also the mountains 
which thy hand has heaped, and my heart 
swelled within me. 

In the rolling of the ocean I beheld 
Thee ; in the silence of the wilderness 
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I heard Thee. I felt Thee in thy 

mighty works, and adored Thee, O 

God the Creator ! 

In the wind and the storm came thy 

voice unto me : the lightning rent 

asunder the cloud. I trembled at the 

swiftness of thy wrath ! 

The moon walked in thy heavens ; she 
kept her way as a queen in the blueness 

and silence of her path, and deep thoughts 

of my God rose in my soul ! 

The little flower sprang before my 
steps ; the green blade sparkled with its 
dew ; at morning, and at evening, yea, 
even amid the stillness of night did thy 
works proclaim Thee ! 

Yet Thou shalt speak unto them, and 
they shall cease; the mighty lights which 
Thou hast kindled shall turn pale ; the 
mountains shall crumble at thy bidding. 



and the waves of the ocean, the terror 
and the tumult thereof, shall know thy 
voice, and be quelled for ever and ever ! 

When the word of thy doom is heard, 
the Sim shall go out, and the sea shall 
be dry, and the mountains shall melt 
away; yet they were from the founda- 
tion of the world; and when Time began, 
they were thy witnesses. 

What then is man, who numbereth 
his time by days, and letteth the hour 
escape, and despiseth the yawning of the 
grave, and calleth the earth his home ? 

He setteth firm his foot, and maketh 
strong his grasp, and saith, I will stay ; 
there is health in my veins, and pride in 
my heart ; I will not go dowff to the 
dust, my hour is far from me ! 

Yet race upon race hath melted away 
and he is in the place of them ; yea, he 
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walketh in the footmarks of longvanished 
generations. 

Let thine eye pursue the smoke as it 
ascendeth, the morning mist as it dis- 
perseth, the shadow as it glideth away; 
for such is the sojourning of man ! 

Even so — since Thou, my God ! art 
everlasting ! When the dust of man is 
scattered abroad, then, then shalt Thou 
arise in thy glory, and establish thy cove- 
nant for ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, and to the 
Son, and to the Holy Ghost, as it was 
in the beginning, is now, and ever shall 
be, world end. Amen. 



II. 

O MY Soul ! thou hast put thy trust 
in the strength which faileth. On the 
strong things of the world didst thou 
lean; in the green things which the 
wind withereth has thine eye rejoiced ! 

Thou hast set the hope of thine heart 
on a child of man ; and hast said, in 
thy foolishness, What need have I of the 
Lord? 

But the children of men are of dust ; 
thy hope, and thou which hopest, are of 
the dust of the earth. 

What canst thou do, if the Lord will 
not ? Whither canst thou go, if the 
Lord stayeth thy foot? What canst 
thou keep, that the Lord biddeth thee 
lay down ? 

Art thou very wise, O my soul? 
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Dost thou lift up thy look above the 
simple ? Dost thou exult in the proud- 
ness of thy reason ? 

Yea, thou numberest the thoughts of 
thy heart ; thou art glad in the multi- 
tude thereof. They wing their way 
above the clouds; they search the caverns 
of the deep : thy heart swelleth at the 
riches of its wisdom. 

Tell me, O thou who art wise ! how 
is thine hand fashioned, that it worketh? 
How doth thy mind reason? and the 
pulse of thine heart, how knoweth it 
when joy or sorrow is nigh ? 

The flower on which thy foot treadeth, 
which springeth unheeded in thy path, 
is it not common, and of no account? 
yea, thine eye regardeth it not. 

Yet call forth thy wisdom, O thou 
wise ! yea, call forth the cunning of thy 



soul. Order thine hand to the task ; 
mould the stalk, and fill it with sap ; 
give it fibres to strike into the earth, 
and lift thou up its head above the 
sward. 

It is the least of God's works, and 
thou art wise ! What aileth thy brain, 
that it cannot devise it ? and thy hand, 
that it cannot frame it ? 

Lo ! thy wisdom is folly, and thy 
power weakness ; thy pride is madness, 
and the web of a spider thy devices ! 
God shall take away thy pride, and thou 
art nothing ! 

Make haste, then, and confess that 
thou art nothing, ere the breath where- 
with thou boastest shall cease; yea, 
make haste and confess that Jehovah is, 
and there is none beside him ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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III. 

O MY God ! many a time would I 
have lifted up my heart unto thee, and I 
could not. I cried unto thee with my 
voice, and thou heardest not I 

Yea, I cried unto thee, Lord ! Lord I 
and there was no reply : it was but the 
prayer of my lips, and my heart knew 
not of it. 

O my God! thon despisedst the 
supplication of my tongue, and the 
bending of my knee, when the heart 
was far from thee. 

Alas ! my heart and my lips knew 
not each other. My soul was dead, and 
said I am alive ; yea, my heart doated 
on its iniquities. 
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My heart loved its iniquities, and said^ 
I am righteous, there is no sin in my 
doings ; surely God is afar off, that he 
heareth not* 

What need have I of the Lord who 
is in heaven ? My path is in the plea- 
sant ways of the world ! When sickness 
and sorrow shall find me will I call upon 
God ; and then, peradventure, will my 
heart and my lips accord, and he shall 
hear me ; 

Yea, my soul shall arise in time of 
need ; when it will, it can also perform. 
It is not time to cry unto the Lord, 
shall it not lift up itself, and cry, when 
the time cometh ? 

Thou fool ! Try now thy heart and 
its thoughts, and let thy spirit order its 
ponderings, 

Take thine own soul, wash it, and 
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make it pure ; yea, use much water, for 
it hath many stains ; yea, wash it in the 
waters of repentance : 

Then lift it up to the heavens, for it 
is thine own soul ! Yea, lift thou it in 
the might of thine own will, and teach 
it to sing unto the Lord ! 

Thy heart is engrained in guilt, and 
defieth thy washing ; it is stubborn, and 
cannot repent ; it is a stone, and thou 
canst not uplift it ! 

What wilt thou do, and whither shalt 
thou flee, when the hour of thy terror 
Cometh, and thy pride withdraweth her 
counsels ? 

Look to the dust ft'om which thou 
camest forth ; yea, even to the dust, for 
a refuge, and thou shalt find it ! 

When the heavens seem to frown, 
and thy God to turn away his face, and 



11 

thine own heart rebuketh thee, and thy 
tongue is silent through shame, 

Then the dawn of peace riseth upon 
thee, like the dim light upon the 
niountaiiis; and thy soul, which was 
dead, liveth ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



IV. 



Lord ! the dust which thou hast 
moulded has boasted itself in thy hear- 
ing, and thou hadst pity on it ! 

It swelled itself out in the greatness 
of its ignorance, yet thine indignation 
waited. 

The fool hath said. It is mine ; the 
cunning of my hand hath framed it. 
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and my might and my power shall 
hold it! Behold, I am wise and strong! 

He dares to rebuke thy ordinances ; 
he scanneth the mysteries of the Al- 
mighty, as man scanneth the devices 
of a man. 

He judgeth the ways of his God ; 
yea, the dust standeth up ag'ainst his 
Creator, and prescribeth him his limits. 

His wisdom weigheth thy Word, and 
receiveth it not ; he examineth thy 
covenant, and saith. It is not just ! 

He contemneth the sacrifice of blood, 
he needeth it not ! He will not to the 
fountain and wash. 

He saith, I am justified in mine own 
righteousness ; by the works of mine own 
right hand have I bought my redemption. 

Wherein have I forfeited, that I need 
redemption ? Wherein hath my wisdom 
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failed, that I lack the light of the 
Spirit ? 

Let the transgressor seek a Mediator, 
and the infirm of soul a Comforter; but, 
as for me, I am strong in my own 
strength, and wise in my own wisdom. 

O God ! how deep are thy thoughts ! 
how glorious art thou in thy mercy ! 

Thou hearest from thy clouds, and 
avengest not ! Thou beholdest the 
scomer in his scorning, and thine hand 
stayeth the thunderbolt ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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V. 

I THANK thee, O my God, that I 
am! I praise thee, that thou hast 
caused me to be 

I praise thee for the breath which 
thou hast breathed into my nostrils; 
and for the pulse wherewith my heart 
beateth, I praise thee I 

I praise Thee, thou Sustainer of the 
helpless, that I perished not in infancy, 
like a blossom in the early frost ! 

For the food which has strengthened 
my body, for the experience which has 
nourished my soul, O Lord, I thank 
thee I 

I praise Thee for the eyes which be- 
hold thy creation ; I praise Thee for 
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the reason which knoweth Thee, the 
Creator I 

For thy sun and moon, for thy mighty 
ocean, for thy beautiful earth, for the 
trees of the forest, for the flowers of 
the field, O Lord, I praise Thee ! 

For the joy and gladness wherewith 
I have said, O Lord, it is good to live I 
For the peace which thou givest me in 
the hour of death, O Lord, I thank 
Thee I 

For the grave which thou hast opened 
for me in the midst of my way; yea, for 
the grave which thou hast despoiled of 
its victory, I praise Thee, O Jehovah ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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VI. 

Be praised, O my God ! for the pro- 
mise thou gavest to the first transgressor, 
for the hope which broke forth from the 
yawning of the grave I 

Then was thy glory exalted in mercy ; 
then didst thou comfort the souls of 
myriads of unborn people. 

For this shall myriads of people bless 
Thee till the hour when the sun goes 
out, and our globe shall cease its rolling. 

I bless Thee for the preservation of 
Noah; I ble^s Thee for the faith and 
obedience of Abraham ! 

I praise Thee that thou spakest face to 
face with Moses ; that thou didst sepa- 
rate unto thyself a nation, to keep thy 
name in remembrance, I praise Thee I 
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For the death of the first-bom of 
Egypt, for the slaying of the Paschal 
sacrifice, for the brazen serpent uplifted 
in the wilderness, I praise Thee ! 

For the law which came in thunders 
from Mount Sinai, for the pillar of a 
cloud which led thy people by day, and 
for the pillar of fire which led them by 
night, O Lord, I thank thee ! 

For the spirit which enlightened thy 
servant David ; for the glorious message 
of glad tidings delivered by thy prophet 
Isaiah; I bless Thee, and praise Thee I 

I praise Thee for the washing of Naa- 
man, for the zeal of Elijah, for the con- 
stancy of Daniel ; for the witnesses 
whereby Thou hast witnessed of thyself, 
from generation to generation, O Lord, 
I praise Thee I 

When thy voice has been heard 
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amongst men, the word which it spake 
endureth for ages I 

Yea, the word which Thou spakest to 
the holy men of yore, they are heard 
in the ears of their children's children ; 
they descend even unto us, on whom the 
end of the world is come ! 

Thou disdainest not to shew us thy 
truth, Thou bringest thine own doings 
in evidence; yea. Thou deignest to jus- 
tify thyself in the sight of the dust 
which Thou hast formed 1 

When the worm uplifteth itself. Thou 
crushest it not, but hast patience ; yea. 
Thou bringest forth thy proofs from the 
beginning ! 

Yet man cavils at thy dealings, as a 
man cavilleth at the dealings of his 
neighbour : he weigheth in his balance 
the justice of the God of Judgment I 
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He feareth lest Thou dissemble with 
him; yea, he feareth a snare in his 
obedience. He trieth his cunning 
against Thee, O thou Fountain of 
Truth! 

He presumeth on thy long suffering ; 
he knoweth not that the Allseeing seeth, 
and confesseth not the forbearance of 
Omnipotence ! 

But truth, and mercy, and wisdom, 
and power, are thine, O Lord God ! 
Thou source and centre of all that is 
true, wise, and glorious I Thou who 
reignest one God, amid the beams of 
thy glory, for ever and ever 1 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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O Lord I my heart fainted within 
me when I beheld the great ones of the 
earth : I looked on their glory, and my 
soul envied. 

I saw the prosperous ones, and lifted 
up mine eyes to the mighty ones, and 
my spirit was vexed because of them. 

I beheld how riches crowned the 
children of the fortunate, and renown 
brightened the forehead of the daring; 

And I said, in the sickness of my 
soul, Yet these are also of earth, even 
these proud ones ; and the murmur of 
my thoughts was deep ! 

Are they not of the dust, even as I 
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am of the dust ? And have I not 
thirsted for riches, and panted after 
fame, even as they? 

Why, then, O Dispenser of Good ! 
hast thou visited these with thy bless- 
ings? they are blind with the beams 
of thy favour ! 

Why hast Thou cast thy shadows 
upon thy servant, and left him to the 
obscurity of his way ? Why swelleth 
his heart in vain? 

Because he coveteth wealth. Thou 
keepest him poor, and feedest him day 
by day ; 

Thou givest him no store for the 
time when need ariseth, but teachest 
him to look to thy hand. 

Exalt me, O God I he crieth ; and, 
behold. Thou bringest him very low ! 

He asketh power of Thee, and Thou 
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makest him droop as a willow : health, 
and the sickness of death consnmeth 
his marrow! 

I have neither gold, nor silver, nor 
lands, nor herds, in possession, yet am 
I richer than the wealthy, for Thou 
art become my treasure ! 

I am very strong in my weakness, 
for Thou, O Lord I art become my 
strength I 

Now know I the dust from whence 
I was taken : I own that I am vile, 
and dissemble not, and Thou liftest me 
higher thail the proud. 

My tongue was athirst with life's 
fever, and cleaved to the roof of my 
mouth ; but Thou hast quenched my 
thirst with living waters! 

I saw that my days were departing, 
and that death was stealing on me apace, 
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then I knew that I was alive, yea, alive 
to life everlasting ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



VIIL 

Lord ! let not my heart deceive me I 
let me not say in my soul, The Spirit 
of God is with me, when, lo ! Thou art 
far away. 

Let me not say. Peace 1 peace ! if 
there be no peace ; let me not cover up 
my wounds, and say they are healed ! 

Can I rejoice in thy salvation, and 
have not a part therein ? Can I sing, 
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" Hosanna ! Blessed be he that cometh 
in the name of the Lord I" if Thou 
pattest not the song in my lips? 

If thy spirit, indeed, be with me 
why do the corruptions of earth still 
cleave unto me? Why am I still vexed 
with the perverseness of my sin ? 

O Godl Thou hast forgiven me many 
things, therefore I love thee much ; but 
my sins rise daily up before me, and 
wilt Thou always forgive ? 

Take away mine iniquities, and quell 
my rebellion ! Why do I still strive 
with thy Spirit ? 

If I am thine, O Lord I cleanse Thou 
my corruption for ever I I cannot serve 
two masters : deliver me from the domi- 
nion of sin ! 

If, indeed, thy grace has shone within 
my soul, let it purge the habitation 
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it has deigned to visit ! How can thy 
grace abide with pollution ? 

Thou knowest, O God ! that my 
heart longeth after thy holiness, and 
hateth its own infirmity ! 

I would fain sit at thy feet, O my 
Saviour ! and wash them with my tears. 
Can I not watch by Thee a little while ? 
My soul is impatient of this strife ! How 
long must she lift up her wings in vain ? 
When shall the earth let go its hold ? 

Languish not, my soul, for the time 
cometh, yea, it is even at hand ! Hold 
fast by God, and thou, even thou, shalt 
triumph for ever ! 

Hold fast by Him who hath bought 
thee from perdition! Drink of the 
fountain of health, and spare not, and 
when the world dissolveth thou shalt live ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c# 

c 
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IX. 



O my God! how long! O Lord! 
I am very weary ; my spirit faileth within 
me! Yea, my hope lieth down, and 
ariseth not ! 

My flesh, even my flesh, yeameth for 
the grave ; my bones languish for the 
rest which Thou hast appointed; my 
head hateth its pillow ! When shall 
they stretch me in the tomb ? 

Mine eyes love not the day : behold, 
the light striketh them, and for dimness 
they turn themselves away ! 

Yet in the days that are gone I re- 
joiced in the beams of the morning ; I 
beheld the sun, and praised God, for 
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Thou, O God, didst kindle that orb of 
glory! 

But what have mine eyes to do with 
thee, O thou sun, which shinest for the 
living ? Thou lightest the living man 
on his way, but thou dazzlest the eyes 
of the dying. 

My God ! it pleaseth Thee to bid my 
time cease ; my flesh shrinketh upon 
my bones, my limbs hang down in 
weariness, they have forgotten wherefore 
they were made, they are a weight unto 
me. 

My heart knoweth no more the thing 
it delighted in ; the voice of my friend 
Cometh faintly to mine ear. 

They tell me how the busy man be- 
stirreth himself, and maketh much 
ado, and how the diligent increaseth ; 
They tell me how the young and the 
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gay are glad amid their feasts; they 
record for me the vauntings of the proud; 
they rehearse within mine ears the say- 
ings of the learned. 

But their discoursing is strange unto 
me, like the echo of a land afar off; I 
listen as one that heareth of a dream ; 

For wealth, and power, and gladness, 
and knowledge, what are they ? Even 
a dream they are to him whose face 
looketh unto the tomb ! 

I have ceased to walk abroad ; I hear 
no more the sound of him who biddeth 
good-morrow to his neighbour. I wait 
till Thou biddest me come. How long, 
how long, my God ? 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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X. 



The world is far behind me; its 
hills and its valleys are fading from my 
sight, like as when the evening mist 
draweth over them. 

The events of years come over my 
mind like shadows ; they are unto me as 
a doubtful thing, I wonder if once they 
were. 

I look toward the multitude, and 
marvel why they are so busy ; I hear a 
sound of many voices, but they speak 
not to me, their talking is of years to 
come: 

Their talking is of the coming days ; 
they point to the path which lies before 
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them; they think to clear it of its 
thorns, and plant it with pleasant trees, 
and dig fountains in it ; 

But anon they shall pass me by : I 
mark how they are going on, but I 
stay — I pass not with them ! My place 
is void amongst men ; in the land of for- 
getfulness I am hidden. 

And let them forget me, my God ! 
Let them say, He is gone for ever ; but 
do Thou remember thy servant, O Lord 
my God ! 

Is there death in the grave, O Lord ? 
Can the pit close its mouth upon the 
spirit of a man ? 

No : I fear not the darkness of the 

grave ; I long to lie down therein ; and 

I will arise as a man ariseth in the 

' dawn, my heart rejoicing in new thoughts. 

The corrupt and spotted garments 
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which cleave unto me shall perish be- 
neath in the earth. Give me the shin- 
ing vesture of immortality, O my God ! 

My soul is even as a caged bird, it 
beateth the wires of its cage, it pauteth 
for the hour of its flight I 

When my body is the prey of death, 

and visible things become unseen, then 

is the fruition of faith, then shall the 

soul of thy servant escape towards the 

footstool of thy glory ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



f. 
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XI. 



Long enough, O my God ! have 
I sung in the ears of men. I have 
lauded the might which faileth, and 
magnified the glory which passeth away. 

I have exalted that which perisheth ; 
and to that which abideth not have I 
lifted up the voice of my praise ; 

Yea, I have given the worship of my 
heart to a thing which was even as my- 
self ; and I have looked to a creature, 
and said. Be thou the rock of my trust 

When I thought on Thee, O Lord ! 
my thought was feeble. I said, He is 
far off; yea, he is hidden in his clouds. 

I have no words that may reach unto 
him ; I am as an atom of dust in the 
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multitude of his creatures, and he is 
above the heavens ; how can he behold 
me? 

But Thou sawest me, O my Father ! 
while I was yet afar off; Thou sawest 
me in my frowardness, and hadst com- 
passion on me. 

Thou sentest affliction to counsel me, 
and Thou.sentest sickness to humble me; 
yea. Thou didst speak unto me, even 
unto me, through the voice of thy mi* 
nisters. 

Then my spirit roused itself, and my 
heart shook off its slumber; I was 
awake, and knew it was the Lord ! 

I trembled and rejoiced ; I rejoiced in 
the lifting up of my soul, because God, 
even the most High God, was manifest 
unto his servant ! 

I had sinned, yet He came not in 
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wrath ; I had strayed very far, yet He 
waited for me. 

I came not, but the Lord compelled 
me : He laid his power upon me, and I 
followed the leading of the Invisible. 

He who openeth the eyes of the blind, 
gave light unto me : I was blind even 
from my mother's womb, but He opened 
mine eyes, and I see my way before me. 

My soul looketh around, and be- 
holdeth corruption ; she tumeth herself 
about, and all that saluteth her sight 
shall have an end. 

But now she looketh through the gate 
of the grave, and, behold, a great mys- 
tery! — life springing forth of corrup- 
tion ! 

She exalteth herself in the strength 
of Jehovah, she singeth a new song, she 
rejoiceth with exceeding joy ! 
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She triumphs over the afflictions of 
time ; she is glad for ever and ever ! 
Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XIL 



The nations ceased, O Lord ! the 
nations ceased from their warfare ; the 
kings of the earth looked one on the 
other, and forgot to threaten. 

The strife of the world staid for a 
season ; there was no blood upon the 
weapons of the mighty. 

The furious ones stood still, and 
breathed in the midst of their rage ! 
There was peace upon earth ! 
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They kept silence, and were still; 
the chariots of war shook not the earth, 
the spear and the shield smote not each 
other. 

There was stillness over the whole 
world ! Men waited and trembled ; for 
He whom the prophets foretold, even 
He, was at hand ! 

There was singing and triumphing in 
the heavens ; the shepherds kept watch 
by night, the Hosannahs of Angels 
came to them from the clouds : 

Glory ! glory be to God in, the high- 
est ! Peace on earth ! goodwill towards 
men ! 

Then the glory of mercy shone upon 
mankind, and the Hallelujahs of heaven 
resounded upon earth. 

Then came there a voice from the 
wilderness — it came like a brazen trum- 
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pet to the ears of the wicked, " Repent, 
ye ! . repent, ye ! for the kingdom of 
heaven is at hand !" 

The messengers of comfort ran to 
and fro; yea, they brought joy to the 
nations; for God, the righteous and 
merciful, hath fulfilled his covenant 
with Adam ! 

Now Cometh to pass the promise of 
old time ! Now is the head of the ser- 
pent bruised for ever and ever ! 

Generation on generation has passed 
away since the seed of the woman was 
foretold ; but what is time to the Eternal 
one? 

Will ye not rejoice, O ye kingdoms ? 
Will ye not sing aloud, O ye people ? 
The bond that was against you is torn, 
and ye are redeemed ! 
' The tyrant of your souls is put down 
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for ever ! Lo, the price of your redemp- 
tion is paid ! The hand-writing is can- 
celled for ever ! 

The dead bones are come together, 
bone to his bone ; they are risen, and 
stand up I The sun shineth on the 
valley of the shadow of death ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XIII. 



He who was for to come, Elias, 
is come already ! The messenger of 
good tidings, the precursor of God, is 
come ! 

He spake in the ears of a perverse 



i 



39 

generation ; he shouted aloud, and spared 
not; it was time that he should cry 
aloud, for God was at hand to visit his 
people ! 

Yea, He cometh ! He cometh ! But 
where are the thunders of his presence ? 
Why hath He laid aside the terrors of 
his wrath ? 

Where is the dreadful One, who looked 

forth from the darkness of Sinai ? who 
uttered the law of death from the thick- 
ness of his clouds ? 

Where is the God of Israel, the aveng- 
ing God ? Where is He that shaketh 
terribly the nations ? 

In the lap of the Virgin lieth your 
God 1 Come nigh, O Israel ! be not 
afraid, O Judah ! A babe and a suck- 
ling is the strength of your salvation ! 

Now cometh wisdom unto the simple. 
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and joy to the lowly of heart 1 Now 
Cometh gladness to the soul of the sor- 
rowful ; now is the outcast called home ! 

The withered branch beareth leaves 
and fruit ; yea, salvation is come unto 
the Gentiles ! 

Instead of Him who shook the world 
with the thunders of Sinai, behold, and 
draw nigh, be not afraid ! Behold the 
Lamb of God ! 

Instead of an Avenger, behold a Me- 
diator! Instead of wrath, behold the 
peace which passeth all understanding ! 

Rejoice, ye meek and lowly of heart ! 
Rend the sky with thanksgiving, ye 
forsaken ones ! Yea, let the stones of 
Jerusalem sing praises unto Him who 
was promised, and is come ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XIV. 



My soul I why dost thou slumber ? 
Awake, and be ashamed of thy sloth I 
Canst thou not watch one hour ? 

Hold thyself waking yet a little while ! 
Shake off the weight which confounds 
thee! 

Be awake ! watch 1 be not found in the 
dulness of thy slumber ! Lo, the day 
cometh when no man can sleep ! 

O my God ! Thou knowest the feeble- 
ness of my nature ! Thou seest my sins 
beset me ; Thou knowest that I cannot 
strive ! 

Wherewithal shall I stand in thy 
presence, O my God ? What price have 
I in my hand to buy my salvation ? 
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Shall I tell Thee of my goodness, 
Lord? and shall the pureness of my 
soul be unto Thee for sacrifice ? 

Shall my stedfastness in Thy way 
bear witness before Thee ? and shall the 
deeds which I have done be my me- 
morial with Thee ? 

Alas ! I know not my own heart. 
Mine own spirit obeyeth me not. When 
I would rule it, it refuseth to hear; 
yea, it rebelleth against me ! 

Who can penetrate the darkness of his 
soul? Who can trace it through its 
manifold windings ? 

Who can bid his thoughts arise from 
the dust where they love to grovel, and 
lift themselves up to the things of eter- 
nity? 

Alas, O my God ! the thoughts of a 
man tend downwards ! They cleave 
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unto the earth, and the eartli cleaveth 
fast unto them. 

Lo! the grave yawneth before my 
feet : it openeth its mouth to devour 
me ! I cannot escape its yawning ! 

Must I go down in the multitude of 
mine offences ? Shall the prisons of Thy 
wrath be mine inheritance? Shall 
darkness be my portion for ever ? 

But the Paschal Lamb was slain for 
the remission of my sins ; his blood is 
a token unto me for salvation ! 

It is upon the lintels of my house ; 
the Angel of Death shall see it, and shall 
turn aside. 

O my God! Thou wert a man 
amongst men ! Thou clothedst thysel* 
with flesli, and wast tempted even as we 
are ! 

Thy heart knoweth the sorrows of a 
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man ; yea, the tears of a man have 
fallen from the eyes of my God ! 

Lord, save me, or I perish ! Bid 
me come. unto Thee ! Put forth thine 
hand, and uphold me ! say, It is I, be 
not afraid ! 

The Lord is revealed unto me ! The 
Lord stayeth me up, who shall confound 
me ? He hath broken the seal of the 
grave, that it cannot hold me ! 

Thy sins are forgiven thee, my soul ! 
thy sins are forgiven ! Where is the 
weight of thy burthen, O my soul? 

Now, what is the grave, that I should 
fear it ? or the consuming of my flesh, 
that I should mourn over it ? 

The grave is my pleasant path ! the 
perishing of my flesh is my freedom for 
ever! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XV. 

Lord ! I saw them go into Thy 
vineyard, hour after hour, but I went 
not in ; I stood all the day idle, for no 
man called me. 

At the elevienth hour there came a 
voice unto me, Why dost thou loiter 
away all the day long ? Come thou also 
into the vineyard ! 

O my God ! I have wrought but one 
hour ! What is thy servant, that he 
should receive even as they ? 

O my God ; I have followed mine 
own ways, and sought out mine own 
heart's devices; I was troubled about 
many things ! 
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I was cumbered with much serving ; 
I took the yoke of the world upon me ; 
I laboured in a field of tares. 

I toiled for that which is not gold, 
and wasted my talent for that which 
profiteth not. 

The wisdom of men provoked me to 
envy, for I knew not that their wisdom 
was foolishness. 

Whence arose the wisdom of men, 
and whereunto doth it ascend ? Even 
into the dust, O my God ! 

I made much ado ; yea, I lifted up 
my voice amid the babblers of the earth ; 
I wasted my breath in the vanity of my 
ignorance. 

Threescore and ten years is the so- 
journing of man upon earth; yet he 
rebuketh Thy wisdom, O God ! he re- 
formeth the counsels of the Everlasting ! 
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He reasoneth with his Creator, and 
saith, Why doest thou thus ? Yea, he 
questioneth the Architect of the hea- 
vens 1 

Yet what remembereth he ere he burst 
from the prison of the womb ? What 
fore-knoweth he of the secrets of the 
grave ? 

As the mole delving in darkness are 
we blind ; yet we believe that we are in 
the light. 

Thou, O Lord God of my salvation ! 
hast had pity on my darkness; Thou 
hast opened mine eyes, and bade me 
look upon Thee ! 

Thou hast taught me to eschew mine 
own foolishness, and to mock to scorn 
mine own vanity. 

Thou, even Thou, O God ! art my 
wisdom; for to know Thee is know- 
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ledge, and to commune with thy Spirit 
is understanding ! 

O Lord God ! pour of Thy Spirit into 
my soul! Teach me, my Redeemer, 
the mystery of holiness ! 

How can my heart err, when Thou 
shalt guide it ? or my lips offend, when 
Thou openest them ? 

O inexhaustible Source and Fountain 
of Wisdom ! my heart fainteth after 
Thee ! Give it drink from the stream 
which floweth for ever and ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XVI. 

O God ! the sun shineth : it shineth 
as the shining of noon. The meridian 
of my day is upon me. 

The feebleness of age hath not found 
me; the weariness of time oppresseth 
me not; my heart is even yet in its 
youth \ 

Must I lie down in the pit while my 
spirit is strong within me, and my heart 
teemeth with many devices? 

Yea, my mind pondereth many things, 
and there is no light in the grave that 
my hand may perform them. 

Hast Thou stricken me, O my God ! 
that I must die in the midst of myyears ? 
Surely the shadows of night have brought 
a dream unto me ! 

D 
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My heart is heaving with life, and my 
brain is full of thoughts : shall my life 
and its thoughts go down quick into 
darkness ? 

O my Saviour, Thou callest me ! I 
know Thy voice, O my God ! yea, my 
soul leapeth up to obey Thee ! 

Hast Thou not lightened my dark- 
ness, and smoothed my path, and opened 
the gate unto me? Yet, reach forth 
Thine hand, that I stumble not ! 

O let me pass the gate which openeth 
on eternity ! O let me sleep the sleep 
which waketh in joy ! 

There is yet a chain upon me : when 
wilt Thou break it ? When shall my 
dust cease to encumber me ? 

Yes, O my God ! I will go down to 
the grave, and lay my fetters therein, 
that I may arise for ever and ever ! 



61 

Then will I lay down my mortality, 
and renounce my corruption ! Then 
shall my spirit rejoice in the fulness of 
its freedom. 

Why art thou so glad, O my soul ? 
Where is the stain of thy sins ? The 
promise of God hath refreshed thee, 
and the blood of the Lamb without 
blemish hath washed thee clean for 
ever! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XVII. 



What aileth my soul, that it 
striveth? Why beateth it its wingsy 
like a bird that would escape ? 

It looketh up to heaven, O Lord ! it 
fluttereth its wings ; yea, it would flee 

afar off! 

I know that Thou art nigh unto me, 
O my Hope and my Trust! whence, 
then, is my restlessness and my weari- 
ness? 

But art Thou always nigh unto me, 
and dost Thou ever enlighten me? 
Why, then, do I mourn after Thee, my- 
God, as for help that is far away ? 
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If Thou be nigh unto me, my God, 
come Thou nigher still ! If Thy spirit 
be in my soul, O let it abide there 
always, and fill it altogether ! 

My heart, cast away from thee the 
things of the world ! make room for the 
spirit of thy God ! 

Will God abide in the temple of Baal ? 
Cleanse thyself from thine idols, and 
sanctify the shrine unto glory ; 

For thy passions are as the abomina- 
tions of Moloch, and thy vanities as the 
multiplied gods of the heathen. 

Banish them forth, O my God ! rid 
my soul of them altogether ! I hate 
and abhor them; why, then, do they 
cleave unto me? 

When they shall be ground to powder, 
and scattered to the winds, then perad- 
venture shall Thy spirit abide with me ! 
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Then shall I feel that Thou art nigh ; 
then shall my soul expand itself in the 
brightness of Thy presence ! 

But the time of gladness cometh not 
yet ! Even though Thou art nigh me, 
yet cannot I reach unto Thee ! 

I hear Thy voice, and long to behold 
Thee. I remind Thee of thy promise, 
O Lord, for Thou art the pledge of my 
deliverance ! 

Death, thou art very welcome unto 
me, for thou art the breaker of my 
chains ! I long after thee, O grave, for 
thou art the gate of heaven ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XVIII. 



I CANNOT see Thee, O God ! I can- 
not hear Thee ! The world draweth its 
curtain between us, and the murmur of 
its multitudes deafeneth mine ears ! 

Yea, the things of sense are around 
me ; I see them, I hear them, I feel 
them ; they will not depart from me ! 

They crowd upon my soul, and smo- 
ther it. But is it not thine, O my God ? 
Shall they stifle the spark which Thou 
hast kindled ? 

Teach me to pray unto Thee, O God 
of my help 1 What word is there in my 
tongue that may speak unto the Lord ? 

My lips are polluted and unclean. 
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flatteries and scomings have issued forth 
of tliem : 

They have served the corruptions of 
the heart; mocking, and wrath, and 
guile have been their fruit ; 

Yea, they have loved the light sayings 
of vanity, and swelled themselves out in 
the arrogance of pride. 

O my God ! Thou hast kindled a fire 
in my heart. Shall not the dross of 
time be consumed, even until nought 
remaineth ? 

Pluck forth the old heart, O my Re- 
deemer! Cast it forth with the vain 
imaginings thereof! O teach me to re- 
nounce the ways of it ! 

Let not aught of it remain ! Spare 
not even a remnant thereof; but give 
me a new heart whereby to love Thee, 
a new mind to comprehend Thee, a new 
spirit to adore Thee ! 
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Then shall my lips also be clean, and 
blessings and praises shall come forth of 
them. 

Then shall I know nought save Thy 
glory ! Joy, and wonder, and worship, 
and love, shall be my song ! 

Then may I join the eternal chorus of 
heaven ! Adoration and praise unto our 
God ! Hallelujah to the Lamb who 
reigneth for ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. . 
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XIX. 



What blessings do I owe Thee, 
O Jehovah ! Thou madest me a living 
thing, and enduedst me with sense to 
know that I was living ! 

Thou didst decree my being, there- 
fore I am, O my God ! Thou gavest 
me a heart, O my Maker ! whereby I 
rejoice that I am. 

Myriads of living souls hast Thou 
brought forth out of nothing ! Art not 
Thou wonderful, O God ? 

Thou mouldedst my bones from the 
dust, Thou didst cover them with flesh. 
Thou didst uplift that which Thou hadst 
made! 
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Them gayest unto it breath and mo- 
tion, and badest it walk forth in the 
gladness of its strength ; 

Thou gavest it a mind, and it rea- 
soned, — it was full of many thoughts ; 

They pondered on things which were, 
and on things which were not ; they re- 
flected on that which had been, and put 
themselves forth to meet that which 
should come. 

They forgot the bounds which Thou 
hadst set them ; they forgot that yester- 
day they were nothing : 

They forgot that ever they were not ; 
they believed that they were of them- 
selves. 

For Thou didst give them a will, O 
God ! and they walked in the perverse- 
ness thereof. 

Are they stronger than the mighty 
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Ocean, whose waves know thy bidding ? 
or than the Planets of heaven, whose 
revolutions Thou guidest ? 

Where is the strength of their hand, 
when palsy shaketh it ? where the ope- 
rations of their brain, when age ob- 
scureth it ? 

As for my will, O Lord, lay thine 
hand strong upon it! Curb it in its 
frowardness, and bend Thou the stub- 
bornness thereof! 

My strength shall be even in thy 
power, O Omnipotent! My wisdom, 
the knowledge of my God ! 

For the grave respecteth not the say- 
ings of the sage ; neither waiteth the 
tomb for a man to utter forth all his 
learning I 

Let the skill of my voice be to glo- 
rify my God ! Yea, let the song of 
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my soul be, — Glory to God in the 
highest ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XX. 

Take Thou away the strength of 
my hand ; yea, let the cunning whereby 
it worketh cease from it. 

Let my brain forget its speculation, 
and my mind abandon its pleasant de- 
vices. 

Let the desire of mine eyes forsake 
me ! Let the thing whereon my heart 
yearned be a thorn unto me ! 

Let the pride w^herein I walked be as 
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shame unto me ! Let the health wherein 
I exulted be feebleness, yea, even in the 
midst of my days ! 

Let them to whom my voice was as 
an oracle, mock me for very foolish- 
ness! 

Let sharp sorrow hide its canker in 
my bosom, and a sickness which hasten- 
eth not, waste the blood whereof con- 
sisteth my life ! 

Teach me that on earth all things 
perish ! Let the storehouse of my trea- 
sure be in heaven ! 

Yea, take all that Thou hast given 
me, O God ! but leave me the light of 
Thy spirit. 

Let Thy word grow and prosper in 
my bosom ! Let patience and lowliness 
find place therein ! 

Let the world account me as dead, O 
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Lord ! but write Thou my name in the 
book of the living ! 

Let me not be as the rich, who are 
poor unto Thee ; nor as the wise, whose 
wisdom is madness ! 

Teach me to resist the beguiling of 

men, and to hold counsel in my heart 

with Thy spirit ! 

O my soul, if the Spirit of God be 

in thee, hallow thyself, and be humble ! 

Quench not the light of the soul ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXL 



O God, Thou saidst, Let us make 
man in our image !" and in thine 
image createdst Thou man. 

Thou gavest him a fair world for his 
home, and madest him lord of a bright 
creation. 

Thou didst put thy law in his heart, 
and Thou didst bid him obey, and be 
happy. 

Then was Jehovah man's friend and 
man's visitor ; yea. Thou talkedst and 
walkedst with man ! 

But there was a serpent in Eden, 
and man forsook the word of his God, 
and followed the windings of guile ! 
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Then God became a terrible God, 
and the Creator of Man became an 
avenger. 

Then Adam forfeited his blessing: 
man's father bequeathed a curse unto 
his sons — sorrow, and labour, and death ! 

Yet mercy was twin-bom with judg- 
ment; yea, the light of the Spirit of 
Life burst forth from the opening grave ! 

The sentence went forth against man ; 
but the sinner found hope in the pro- 
mise. 

At length bright rose the Star in the 
East ! The expected of all nations was 
nigh ! Yea, He came who was for to 
come ! 

The Godhead put on dust for his 
clothing, and walked with man as his 
fellow ! 

The lisping of babes was his welcome ; 
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He was the companioii of publicans and 
sinners ! 

He hungered, and thirsted, and toiled; 
He was reviled, and reviled not again ; 

Yea, when they cursed, He blessed, 
and taught them a new saying, — Love 
ye one another ! 

He drank of the cup in his patience, 
and refused not the dregs thereof; the 
corruptions of a corrupt world were 
upon him ! 

He suffered the torments of the cross ! 
The anguish of a world of men was upon 
his spirit ! 

He looked up for a smile from heaven, 
his Father turned away his face ! 

Then ceased the vengeance of God ! 
It was finished ! Then mercy rejoiced 
against judgment for ever and ever ! 

Then was there singing in heaven ! 
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Glory to the Lamb, whose blood has 
blotted out the curse for ever ! 
Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XXII. 



Shout aloud, ye multitudes of the 
earth, for it is accomplished ! Let the 
song of man's gladness be as the chorus 
of heaven ! 

The sin-offering of blood has been 
offered ! the world is ransomed ! The 
claim of the enemy is annulled ! 

Be no more sorrowful, O ye nations ! 
Ye isles, which are in the uttermost parts 
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of the ocean, rejoice ! Good tidings are 
come unto ye ! 

That which was lost is found, and 
the Angels are glad ! Yea, the outcast 
and the hopeless, and the broken-hearted, 
are called unto the feast ! 

The Godhead has been upon earth; 
He has groaned with the grief of a man ! 
He has borne the iniquities of man 
throughout all his generations ! 

The Godhead has been upon earth ; 
He has borne the wrath of God to man ! 
He has hung upon the cross ! He has 
died ! But wrath is confounded for 
ever! 

Exult ! exult ! ye nations. The ter- 
rible law, the law of Sinai, is repealed ! 
the law of condemnation is cancelled ! 
the law of love is established ! 

The head of the serpent is bruised ! 



69 

the malice of the Evil One is defeated ! 
the seed of the Woman hath triumphed ! 
Man hath nailed his Saviour to* the 
cross. He hath mocked him, denied 
him, forsaken him, smitten him,, and 
slaughtered him ! 

Man hath looked on Him whom 
he pierced. Verily, this was the Son 
of God ! The Lamb without spot or ble- 
mish ! 

They have taken him down from the 
cross ; they have wrapped him in the 
clothes of the grave; the grave hath 
shut its mouth upon our God ! 

But life is victorious for ever ! The 
earth has resigned its dead ! Christ is 
gone up a conqueror to heaven ! 

Clouds and darkness covered the 
nations; but the Morning Star hath 
risen in glory, — they have rolled them- 
selves away ! 
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The Living God shineth forth to all 
nations ! He is manifest to all the ends 
of the world ? All nations are glad in 
him ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XXIII. 

Art Thou gone up again to thy 
Father, O Saviour of man ? Have the 
eternal Host received Thee back into 

glory? 

Hast Thou left thy blood on the souls 
of thy murderers ? Dost Thou abandon 
the children of dust to their iniquities ? 

Thou hast been evil entreated, O 
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Lord ! wilt Thou not repay ? Thou art a 
conqueror, O Messiah ! Thine is the 
power and the glory ! Wilt Thou not 
be avenged ? 

Still the universe abideth, O Lord! 
Thou has not hurled it back into chaos \ 
It smoketh not with the thunderbolts of 
Thy wrath ! 

Yet Thy frown would have shaken 
the earth from its foundation ! At Thy 
bidding day and night would have 
ceased for ever ! 

But Thou, O Lamb of God, tumest 
reviling into blessing! The blood of 
Thy wounds is man's balsam for ever 
and ever ! 

For the wrath man poured upon 
Thee, lo! peace and good-will unto 
man! For shame, and torture, and death, 
Thou tenderest him life and glory ! 
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Thou retumedst to Thy Father, to 

plead for thine enemy. The Comforter 

came down like the dew upon his soul, 
for Thou sentest him ! 

Yea, the Spirit of God came down 
upon us, and men's hearts were renewed 
within them ! 

Then did men rejoice at the glory 
of the mystery : they felt themselves 
dead unto sin, and bom again unto 
holiness. 

Then knew they whom they had cru- 
cified ; and whom they had deserted and 
mocked, Him chose they for their king 
for ever ! 

Their eyes were opened, that they 
saw ; and their ears, that they heard ; 
and their understandings, that they be- 
lieved ; then love overflowed their souls, 
and they rejoiced ! 
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What is the hard condition of our 
*salvation, — the law of the Conqueror ? 
Love thou thy brother, man ! Love 
thou thy God ! 

Add thou nothing, man ! of thine 
own devices : take thou nothing away. 
Love only, and be blessed for ever ! 

Is there not mercy in heaven ? Is 
there not joy upon earth ? The Angels 
wept for man's &11, the Angels shout 
to behold his redemption ! 

But they are coming, O Lord ! they 
are coming ! Thy word has reached the 
distant ones ! The heathen have heard 
Thee, and are coming ! 

The dark and forsaken among the 
races of men have beheld the light 
streaming from afar, and have enquired 
of it ! 

Thy messengers lift up their voice 

E 
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among the perils of the wilderness ; to 
the far-off skirts of the ocean do they 
waft Thy blessing ! 

The rude, and the poor, and the 
blind of heart, the idolater and the 
savage, have heard of the glory of 
Jehovah ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXIV. 



Where art Thou, O invisible 

God ? Dost Thou curtain thyself with 

the thickness of thy terrible clouds ? or 

dost Thou shroud thyself behind the 
dazzling of thy glory ? 

Thon sittest on thy throne a&r off 

in the heaven of heavens ! fex away 

above the reach of man's thoughts ! 

Man's thoughts can measure the 

things of time ; but what know they of 

the infinite? what conceive they of 

eternity ? 

O God ! by what effort of man's 
strength can he ascend unto thy sanc- 

£ 2 
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tuary ? what wings hath he to bear him 
up towards Thy throne ? 

Yet Thou art not far off, O my Grod ! 
Thou art at hand ! Thou art very nigh ! 
The sigh which man heaveth not, the 
sigh of the humble-hearted, can reach 
Thee I 

The fervent praise of the faithfiil, 
though it speak not aloud, though it 
breathe inwardly from the depth of 
the soul, can reach Thee ! 

The complaint of the oppressed and 
sorrowful, of . him whom the world 
scometh and casteth out, can reach 
Thee! 

The appealing look of him who 
speaketh not, whose voice is dumb with 
sorrow, and his eye blinded with tears, 
can reach Thee ! 

The repentant sigh of a sinner who 
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hath sinned often against Thee, yet 
tumeth again at the last, can reach Thee ! 

Even he who seeketh Thee not, who 
believeth he foUoweth his own way, and 
doeth after his own will, he guesseth 
not that God impelleth, and that God 
preventeth him. 

The eye of God is on us ; the hand 
of God upholdeth^us ; the Spirit of God 
is within us, rebuking and reproving in 
our souls. 

God speaketh from the lips of the 
true man ; He liveth in the heart of the 
just man. 

Thou terrible and invisible Onel 
let me not forget that Thou art nigh ! 
Let thy fear prevent me ! let thy love 
quicken me ! 

Let thy truth be my confidence, 
thy strength my security, thy glory 
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my boast, thy love my bliss, Jeho- 
vah! 

Glory be to the Father, &c* 



XXV. 

Now will I look around me on 
the world : I will look well on the plea- 
sant things thereof, I will consider them 
in my soul. 

I have lingered among them ; I have 
walked with them ; their images are in 
mine heart ; the desire of mine eyes has 
been towards them. 

When the world smiled upon me> 
then was my heart elated; when the 
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world frowned, then was I cast down, 

and very sorrowful. * 

I came close unto the world; I 

yearned after it. It spake, gently unto 

me, . aiid my heart swelled ; y^, the 

boastiiig of my* heart echoed its pleasant 

sayings. . 

What shall I do if the world fall from 
me ? if the sounds thereof remove from 
mine ears? .. i ;. 

Yea, my soul, look thou well upon 
the world ! gaze on the &miliar things 
thereof. Do not the colours thereof 
fade ? Are Hot the voices thereof ex- 
tinct? 

Thine eyes shall soon cease to behold 
it, and thy soul to remember it ! Thy 
soul shall be unfastened from the world ! 

Yea, the hour cometh, it is at hand ; 
it toucheth thee eveli now ! Be not 
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therefore troubled, and as one astonished, 

but think on what thou wilt hold, and 

whither thou wilt go ! 

Thy time is at an end I thy ponder- 

ings are as nought ! Thou standest on 

that which slideth from under thee f 
Yea, look well around thee ! Fasten 

thy grasp where thou wilt! trust the 

wisdom of the sage, and the strength 

of the mountain rock, there is no hold 

for thee ! 

Prepare thee quick ! stay not to look 
behind ! Thou art called ! Make haste, 
thou that travellest to a far coimtry ! 

Thy time is for ever at an end ! the 
place of thy mortality knoweth thee not I 
Loose thou thine hold for ever ! 

Thy foot standeth, as it were, upon 
nothing ; and what is there nigh thee 
that thy hand may catch I The world 



L 



81 

sinketh from thy sight ; it is unto thee 
as the vision of a dream. 

And is this all, O my God ? Youth, 
and the meny hours thereof, is a morn- 
ing vapour ! And the noon-day of life, 
how passeth it ! While a man exulteth 
therein, where is it? 

But is it yet night, O Lord! tha;t 
Thou sendest me to my rest ? Are the 
shadows come down upon me, that I 
may not linger ? 

Mine eyes are still open, O God, to 
behold Thy glory ! My heart is yet 
awake, and there are many thoughts 
in it ! 

O my God, how gracious art Thou 
unto thy servant! Let the thing 
which I behold vanish : I will look unto 
heaven 1 

The hand of the Invisible shall sus- 

£ 5 
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tain, when the earth shrinketh firom 
under me ! On the wings of Thy mi- 
nisters shall my soul ascend unto Thee ! 

Why, then, cometh not my hour? 
Why omieth it not, my God ? 

My soul shaketh away its dust; it 
wrestleth with the flesh which op- 
presseth it! When cometh my hour, 
OGod! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXVI. 

Come quickly, O thou messenger 

of the Father ! My soul thirsteth for 

thy coming ! My soul languisheth in its 

prison ! Why comest Thou not ? 

The body contendeth with thy Spirit, 

Lord ! In the world there is no end 
to the warfare ! When shall the fighting 
cease ? 

I would be thine, O my Grod, and I 
cannot ! I know that thou art wisdom, 
and power, and love; yet folly, and 
weakness, and guile, are between me 
and holiness ! 

I love Thee, O my God ? Why may 

1 not break the chain which confineth 
me ? Why am I not all thine ? 
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I long after Thy heaven ; I long after 
Thy world, where Thou livest in Thy 
glory, where the sun goeth not down 
for ever ! 

Where ignorance and doubt enter not ; 
where error and arrc^ance lift not up 
their voice : where the dav-beam of 
Thy truth shineth eternally I 

There is dross in my heart, O God, 
and Thou knowest it ! I am weary of 
wrestling with the spirit of the world ! 
Wilt Thou not cleanse the heart of Thy 
creature, O Lord ? 

Thou knowest my strivings; Thou 
seest the helplessness of thy creature, 
yet Thou only delayest thy coming, for 
Thou hast promised! I know Thou 
wilt help me, O Lord ! 

Thou soughtest me, my Saviour, when 
I enquired not for Thee; Thou soughtest 
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diligently for the sheep which was 
lost! 

Now, then, my Shepherd, when I 
know thy voice, and cry unto Thee, wilt 
Thou not come unto me ? 

I will not sink, even though I walk 
upon stormy waters, for Thine hand is 
stretched out unto me ! 

Shall I not wait for Thy coming? 
Thou hast waited long for me, and staid 
for the hour of my reply I 

But now, when Thou comest, Thou 
comest for ever and ever ! Thou wilt 
bear my soul above the clouds, even 
unto the world where Thou reignest ! 

Then shall I cry to Thee no more 
in my helplessness, but mingle my voice 
in the chorus of glory, and triumph, and 
love ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXVII. 



I LOOK back unto the hours of my 
youth, when the world was new unto 
me, ere the sorrows of time had come 
upon me ; I look back to the hours of my 
youth, and ask whither they are fled ? 

It was the season of many songs, and 
the visions thereof were gay ; it was the 
merrj^ spring-time of life, not a leaf on 
the trees thereof had withered. 

It had a sky of many beams ; and for 
the clouds which passed over the face of 
it, I recked not of them : Let them pass, 
cried I, let them pass ! Surely they will 
return no more ! 

I had a heart which bounded high 
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with its own hopes ; yea« such hoped as 
are bom of themselves in the heart of 
youth. 

I looked on towards the hours as they 
came, brightening one upon another, 
like the glancing of waves under the 
summer sun ! 

Then was I secure in myself ! I was 
in the boast and freshness of my life ; 
elate in mine own health, and resolute 
in mine own will. 

I went forth in the quickness of my 
pulse^ and on the buoyancy of my spirit 
was I borne along ! 

I felt in my heart the gladness of life, 
and I considered not the end of it ! The 
briefness of time was a weary tale unto 
me ! 

Are they gone thus, those pleasant 
years, in their brightness and beauty ? 
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and is the gladness of life escaped with 
them? 

They are gone, and come not again ! 
They went, and I knew not they were 
going; they are already a&r off! I 
descry them faintly at a distance, as a 
thing that is &ding I 

Wilt thou weep, O my soul, that they 
are gone ? that the wind hath passed 
over them, and they are not ? 

What wilt thou do for the hopes of 
thy youth ? Is not thy heart desolate ? 
Wherewith wilt thou replenish it ? 

Behold ! I am as a seed which drop- 
peth into the soil ; it shall hide for a 
winter in the earth, but in the freshness 
of spring again shall it burst forth and 
blossom ! 

O God ! I am glad of the hastening 
away of my youth, of the vanishing of 
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time and its shadows. Is not my soul 
alive in new hope ? 

Old things, for that they were created 
to perish, are passed away ! The old 
heart is dead with its vanities, but the 
new heart shall live through the ages 
of eternity, even for ever and ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



XXVIII. 

O Lord ! look, I pray Thee, on 
the souls which thy Word hath not en- 
tered, and which thy Spirit hath not 
quickened ! 

Seek Thou thy sheep which have 
wandered wide in the wilderness ; who 
are gone astray, as having no shepherd ! 
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Those whom Thou hast gathered into 
the fold, whom Thou hast rescued from 
the thief, will they not abide thy return ? 
O seek Thou thy sheep which are scat- 
tered ! 

Bring them gently home, O thou good 
Shepherd ! Teach them to know thy 
voice, that they may hear it, and come 
home unto Thee ! 

Shall the robber take of thy flock 
which Thou hast purchased for thine 
inheritance ? Look unto thine own, O 
Christ ! let not one of them be lost ! 

How can they come in, if Thou call 
not unto them? or how can they be 
found, if Thou seek them not ? 

Behold! they are silly, they are 
feeble ! They wander out of the way 
in the darkness ; the wolf teareth them 1 

But all, yea all, are thine, O God ! 
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They are bought with a price. Thou 
hast been lifted up ; Thou didst promise 
to draw all, even all, unto Thee ! 

Thy blood could have ransomed ten 
thousand worids! Thou hast bought 
mankind with thy sacrifice ! The mul- 
titude of men's souls is Thine own ! 

Thou hast bought them from judg- 
ment! Thou hast purchased and re- 
deemed the world ! The myriads which 
people the earth are Thine ! 

Yea, the dead who died long ago, and 
the living who are to-day in the path of 
their pilgrimage, and the yet unborn 
generations, are Thine, O Jesus ! 

Let the tribes of the earth hear Thy 
voice! let them come rejoicing! Let 
the distant comers of the world pour 
forth their multitudes ! 

How great is thy kingdom, Christ ! 
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What a mighty host ! Ail the gather- 
ing together of Time since the world 
came out of chaos ! 

These are thy people, O Christ ! these 
are the armies of thy might and thy 
glory ! Count them soul by soul, lest 
one of them be lost ! 

There shall be shouting, and praise, 
and much triumph, in all the ends of 
the earth J Tlou ! Thou ! hast the do- 
minion! Death and sin are defeated 
for ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXIX. 



It is finished, O Lord ! it is ac- 
complished! The bars of the prison 
are broken ; the stained vesture of cap- 
tivity shall be dropped into the grave I 

Rejoice, ye laden with many years, 
ye grey-headed and bowed down I life 
and youth are at hand ! 

Yea, cast away from ye the garment 
which the moth hath consumed, and 
which the worm hath eaten ; despise it, 
and throw it from you ! 

It was new and bright for a moment, 
it was goodly for the twinkling of an 
eye ; but anon it is meet to be cast into 
the dust ! 
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Raiment white as snow is prepared for 
you ; the apparel of angels awaiteth you ; 
garments meet for the marriage feast of 
the Lamb ! 

Be of good cheer, rejoice ! ye very old 
and feeble of heart, on whom the evil 
days of the world are come ! Lie down 
in gladness, for the morning of eternity 
shall awake you ! 

O ye oppressed and world -wearied, 
the night of your rest cometh ! An 
everlasting sabbath shine th on you to- 
morrow 1 

O ye that have laboured, and had 
patience ; ye that have hoped and en- 
dured ; be comforted ! 

Old things are passing away; tlie 
weakness of the body, the vanity of the 
heart : Darkness, iblly, and weariness ! 
Sin, and sorrow, and death ! 
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Old things are passing away, and the 
n^w no eye hath beheld ; for dazzling is 
the glory that shall be revealed ! 

But it is at hand ! The time cometh 
when the body shall perish, and the 
soul shall escape I Then shall we see 
for ourselves, and sing praises for ever ! 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 
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XXX. 



Now art thou waiting to go forth, 
O my soul ! And whither goest thou ? 

The warfare is finished, the race is 
run : thou hast reached the goal of thy 
pilgrimage ; yea, even the goal of thy 
hope ! 

Thou raisest thyself above the dust 
which would hold thee down ! Thou 
stretchest forth and flutterest thy wings, 
and sayest. Let me flee afar off! 

Many hopes have striven in my 
bosom, but now one hope fiUeth my 
soul ! Thou art my hope, O God ! 
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Thou haBt taught me thy Word^ O 
God ! Thou hast made Thy glory to 
pass before me ! Mine eyes ache to be- 
hold Thee ! 

I love Thee, O God, for Thou hast 
been very gracious unto thy servant! 
Let ine behold the desire of my soul ! 

Let me see Thee where no fear cometh, 
where no doubt troubleth! Let the 
world cease between God and his crea- 
ture ! 

I believe, I believe, O my God ! I 
know that my Redeemer liveth ! Now, 
then, O God of my Salvation, let faith 
be absorbed in sight ! 

I am weary of my mortality! It 
wasteth day by day, but ceaseth not ; 
and the grave crieth out for it I When 
shall my body be in dust, and my soul 
in glory ? 

F 
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When shall my voice arise amid the 
eternal triumph? Hallelujah 1 Halle- 
lujah ; for the Lord; God Omnipotent 
reigneth I 

Glory be to the Father, &c. 



THE END. 
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